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' A Love Letter To 
Almighty God 


Eddie Doherty 











Dear God, creator of people and 
of pines: A day or two before I 
left Madonna House I kissed a 
little pine tree, a sapling red pine 
praying to You day and night 
near the rock garden that over- 
looks the Madawaska river. 

Someone had trimmed its 
branches, and tiny globules of 
resinous sap had gathered here 
and there. They shone in the sun 
with a brilliance all their own. 
They made the pine look like a 
Christmas tree with wee lights 
burning. 

I touched a finger tip to one 
of those globules, then put it on 
my tongue. It tasted like resin or 
turpentine; only it was pleasant, 
fragrant, cool, and astonishingly 
delightful. Its savor lasted a long 
time. 

Forest In a Drop 


The life blood of the pine! The 
essence of all pine trees! I fancied 
I could hear You, God, telling me 
how wonderful was that tiny bit 
of sap. 

It wasnt as big as the head of 
a common pin, You made me 
think, yet all the pines You had 
ever created, all You would create, 
and all the pine forests in the 
world today, were in that one ri- 
dicuiously small drop. Little pines 
just starting out of the cones! 
Tall pines nodding familiarly to 
the clouds. Pines covered with red 
rust. Pines covered with red- 
headed woodpeckers. Acres and 
acres of pines! Millions and mil- 
millions of forests! 

I had kissed not only one little 
pine tree, You told me, but all 
the pines of Your love and 
thoughtfulness! I had, on my 
tongue, and in my mind and 
heart, not merely the wonder and 
fragrance of a single sapling. I 
had the miracle of all Your pines! 

You had kissed me, through the 
shining drop, with the kiss of all 
Your forests! 

The Divine Gift 


I reveled in the thought, Lord 
God of creation. But You had a 
much more beautiful and pro- 
found meditation for me. Me and 
those for whom I write. 

“T have kissed you with the 
kiss of all My forests”, You said— 
or seemed to say—‘but I have 
been much more intimate than 
that. I have also kissed you with 
the Kiss of my Mouth! My Son! 
My Word! 

“My Son, My Word, was and is 
the one perfect man. He was and 
is the essence of humanity, as 
well as the esence of divinity. 

“My Son, My Word, Body and 
Blood, Soul and Divinity, God 
and Man, is placed daily on your 
tongue by one of My priests — 
even as the life blood, the essence, 
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of the pine, was placed on your 
tongue by yourself. 

“You felt the pine sap. You felt 
its pungent, aromatic, taste; its 
oily pleasantness; its flavor. You 
do not, ordinarily, taste anything 
in the Host except the taste of 
bread. And this taste is neither 
pungent nor long lasting. 

“Me and You” 

“Only your soul knows the 
wondrous strength and sweetnéss 
in the Communion Wafer—in the 
body and the Blood, in the Soul 
and the Divinity, of My Son, My 
Word. (You cannot taste Divin- 
ity!) 

“Meditate on this .. . Since My 
Son Jesus is the essence of hu- 
manity, He is the essence of all 
the people, since Adam and Eve, 
whom I have put upon your 
earth. The little and the great. 
The good and the indifferent and 
the bad. You are part of that 
humanity. That humanity is part 
of you. 

“The pine you have just tasted 
is a perfect tree. There is no taint 
in its essence. The host you swal- 
lowed was, and is, divine and 
human Perfection. There is no 
taint in it. It is, in a sense, the 
essence of human endeavor, hu- 
man love, human sacrifice, hu- 
man sanctity.’ 

We Are One 

It wasn’t so hard then, God, to 
leave Madonna House and ven- 
ture on this writing jaunt. I 
would not leave those I love so 
much. I would not leave them at 
all, for they are in that Humanity 
of Your Son, wherewith, every 
morning, we are fed! 

I will be with them all, wher- 
ever I may be. And they will be 
with me! 

All those who love You God, 
are gathered together before You 
in the daily Mass. I am with 
them. They are with me. I do not 
see them; and I miss them. Only 
You know how much. But Your 


Blood is in them, and in me. How|p 


can we be separated when Your 
Blood keeps flowing through us, 
uniting us, making us one? 

In Chicago, God, I met a 
friend I hadn’t seen for years; 
and for the first time in my ex- 
perience I am jealous of another 
man’s love for You—and envious 
of his capacity for love! 

He is a Jew; but I do not know 
any Christian who loves You 
more. Let me love You as much! 

All His Life 

“T have loved God ever since I 
was a child”, he told me. “We 
were the only Jewish family in 
our little town in Wisconsin. My 
grandfather was a great student 
of the scriptures, and so was my 
father. One night, when I was 
five or six, I woke. I heard my 
grandfather singing prayers. I 
went softly downstairs and saw 
him. He was a beautiful old man 
with a very long white beard. He 
was fully dressed, and he was 
bending reverently over the book, 
singing in a rich low voice the 
praises of God 

“But once in awhile, to my 
amazement, he would stop in his 
prayers, and stand erect. Then 
he would lift his shining face up- 
ward and the Jewish words you 
might translate as “Daddy, dad- 
dy’, or perhape, ‘Papa Papa’! 

“I saw my father was watching 
too, so I went to him and asked 
him about grandpa. It didn’t 
seem possible that a man as old 
as he was should have a father— 
or that he should call out to him 
as a child does. 

To Leve Like That! 

“ ‘He is talking to God”, my 
father told me. ‘God is his Father. 
And he speaks to Him as a child 
would in a on of love.’ ” 

God, why have so few men ever 
loved You like that? Why have 
I never loved You like that? When 
shall I love You like that? 


I did not ask him if he loved 
Jesus. But he confided that he 
might have done so once. 

“I had an Irish friend when I 
was a boy”, he said. “He once 
asked me to go to Mass with him. 
I was glad to be invited. His 
mother joined us, a 
crucifix. Evidently my friend had 
never seen such a thing before: 
beeause he asked her what it was. 

“ *That’s God’, she said. “That’s 
God on the cross. The Jews killed 
him!’ ” 
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eeived her Staff Worker Cross in 


Oregon. Mary Kay Rowland had 
Father Feucht, O.P., bless it, and 


held the little ceremony: 


Ghost”; the reading of the prom- 
ises of Poverty, Chasity and Obe- 
dience; the singing of “Our Lady 
of Combermere,” and then the 
conferring of the Staff Worker 
Cross. 


for the special occasion, and a 
lady had been in that aftternoon 
and donated a coffee cake, and 
so Matty 
decorated it with a statue and a 
cross, and three candles for the 
Trinity. 


from Scotland, 
New York, came to F.H. long ago 
and far away — when I was in 
Harlem .Somewhere in 1939-1940 
she arrived. Small, dainty, with a 
Scottish brogue, 


jokes that seemed inexhaustible. 


at anything and everything that 
served the family of the aposto- 
late, her neighbor and God. 


of all the young folks in the whole 
neighborhood. 


Chicago’s South Side — the “Har- 
lem” of that city — she won a 
popularity contest in that tough 
neighborhood and was “Queen” 
of it for a day. 


and could make wondrous meals 
out of nothing. But there was a 
strange thing about her. Hoboes, 
Prelates, Priests and laity visiting 
Chicago’s Friendshi 
a beeline for the 
came out smiling. 


Teevy 


of Prelates and priests joyous, and 
the sad face of the poor glad. 


Inow she became a nag: i 
member of Madonna House. e 





Teevy Receives 
Staff Worker Cross 


On August 26th, “Teevy” re- 














Stella Maris House in Portland, 


before supper that evening they 


The singing of “Come Holy 


At supper there was ice cream 


Kay and Diane Zdunich 
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“Staffer ‘Teevy’ happily regards her 
cake—with three candles for the Bles- 
sed Trinity—on the day she receives her 
3taffworker cross.” 


Who is Teevy? 

Catherine Doherty answers that 
saying: 

“Elizabeth Teevans, originally 

and then from 





laughing eyes, 
and a fund of Irish and Scottish 


“Her hands were ready to work 


“Soon she became the mainstay 


“Later when transferred to 


“She was an excellent cook, 


House made 
tchen — and 


There was something about 
that made the serious face 
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Lately Teevy has not been too 
well. Yet, nothing to worry about. 
She had made her Novitiate 
through 18 long years of love and 
service at Friendship House, and 


cross that she wore so gallantly 
through those years now shines 
softly on her breast — and what 

e lived is written on it—“PAX - 
CARITAS”.” 





'|At first he thought it might be 


Vignettes from 
The Field 


PICNIC IN EDMONTON 











“We decided to have a picnic, 
and so we loaded our little suit- 
cases into the Volksvagen and 


Tribute To 


By Marilyn 


plucked it with her little finger, a 





started off. We are now able to 
ride in comfort in the back of the 
truck due to someone’s kindness. 
They gave us an old auto seat/| 
that is much better than the! 
chairs we used to sit on. With 
those chairs you never knew how 
long you were able to sit, or in 
what direction you were going 
when the car suddenly stopped, 
or made a turn. But it was excit- 
ing! 

“The morning was quite dull 
and overcast, but we decided to 
go to Elk Island National Park, 
where there was a beach, picnic 
tables and buffalo and deer to 
see. So we loaded food, blankets, 
mattresses, games, books and 
writing paper and off we went. 
About two miles from the park 
entrance the truck stopped dead. 
We were near a hill so all of us 
got out and pushed. What a sight 
we must have been! Up to the top 
of the hill. It still wouldn’t start. 
Paul and Dick pushed Dot Phil- 
lips (or rather, pushed the truck). 
Dot was in the driver’s seat, and 
the truck went down the hill and 
started. We all were running after 
the truck and one by one jump- 
ed in while it was still moving— 
not daring to stop it. We have 
come to the conclusion that it is 
a “must” for the Training Center 
that all (both sexes) learn how to 


Volunteers of Edmonton 


Williamson 


Marian Centre—10528-98 St., Edmonton, Alberta—‘Just like 
the garden of Eden,” she said, as she gracefully plucked a juicy, ripe 
grape from a cluster which hung 


over the back of her chair. She 
feat which takes much dexterity, 


but which was very necessary as her hands were quite dirty from 
the work she was doing. “It’s my breakfast,’ she said. “By the time 
I got my husband off to work and the kid’s lunches packed and 
them off to school I didn’t have time to stop for breakfast. I wanted 


to get here early enough to do some work.” 


As she tossed another de-| 
sprouted potato onto the finished 
pile and plucked another grape, 
the other ladies from Saint Ed- 
mund’s parish here in Edmonton 
agreed. “Yes, it does take a long 
time to get started in the morn- 
ing.” Sprouts and rotten potatoes 
were fast filling our grey garbage 
pails, and sacks of good potatoes 
were piling up... and silently a 
“thank you God for our wonder- 
ful volunteers” found it’s way 
heavenward. 

Volunteers from each parish 
in Edmonton have or 
themselves into teams. They come 
one day or more a month to help 
us with the work of giving food to 
Christ in the hungry men of Ed- 
monton. The work they do is al- 
ways the little, tiny things, 
which make up the pattern of the 
average person’s daily life... 
peeling vegetables for the stew, 
making sandwiches, house clean- 
ing, ironing, polishing silver . 
little things which when done be- | 
cause you want to love God weave | 
a pattern of love leading straight 
to Him. 

“Business was done early to- 
night, wasn’t it?” said one vol- 
unteer captain to another as they 


Marian Centre was never as 
active as the night when sixteen 
young men and women from the 
C.Y.O. armed with scrub brushes 
and pails set forth to scrub and 
wax and polish every inch of 
floor in the house . . . and tea 
time was never quite so gay with 
laughter, laughter which must 
have delighted the inhabitants 
of heaven, laughter born of three 
hours of hard selfless work. 

We are missing a young lady 
these days who was with us al- 
most every day during her sum- 
mer holidays. She seemed to pop 
in just when we needed her most 
... With a “Hi! What can I do?” 
We don’t see too much of her 
now as tenth grade homework is 
keeping her busy in those few 
free moments a school girl some- 
times has. 





both reached for another cookie 





jump into a moving vehicle. 

We got to the park entrance, 
and at the gate asked the at- 
tendant where the nearest gas 
station was. He said it was two 
miles further down. When we 
stopped the car, the motor went 
dead again. Out we all got again 
to push—but fortunately a ‘car 
came and pushed us off to a good 
start and away we went. 

To make a long story long, we 
went to three gas stations before 
finding a mechanic. At each one 
we stopped the truck and it went 
dead. Out we got to push. Most 
of the gas stations were on a 
slope so we really had to push and 
that on a busy highway! When 
traffic came we were trying to 
hold in on the top of the slope— 
not pushing it too far or letting 
it sip back, and then running 
madly by the truck—helping the 
girls in the back of the truck to 
jump in, and then Paul and Dick 
jumping in the front in case 
something else happened. It had 
its funny moments. 

Our Elsie Whitty had misplaced 
her famous sandals again, and 
she was wearing winter overshoes 
two sizes too big. To see her run- 


ning alongside the truck and try-|- 


ing to hop in was worth it all! 

After about an hour’s work by 
the mechanic with nothing hope- 
ful in view, we decided to have 
our picnic in the field next to the 
gas station. 

Of course not all mechanics 
know the intricacies of a Volks— 
but at least he was a mechanic. 


the coil—or maybe the gasoline 
was blocked—but all of these 
seemed okay. We could only keep 
it moving by driving in certain 
gears, and sometimes that even 
didn’t work. Finally they found a 
short circuit in the wires in the 
front of the car. The mechanic 
taped this up and we thought all 
would be well. But it still wouldn’t 
go. 

After about three hours, we de- 
cided to head back to the City, so 
the mechanic gave us a push, and 
away we went—and oh! how we 
prayed those Hail Marys all the 
way. We got into the City, and 
then squeezed through traffic 
and stoplights and at one corner 
at an intersection we had to stop. 
It went dead again. 

Then it began to pour rain. 
Traffic is really heavy. Paul and 
Dick jump out and get a man 
behind to push them. Dick is 
standing in the middle of the 
street stopping traffic going the 
other way. All through this, 


to have with ti:eir tea. Each par- 
ish team elected a captain and 
all the captains backed by their 
team members planned and ex- 
ecuted a formal tea, proceeds of 
which went to our building fund. 
Yes, business was done early that 
night, business which brought 
two hundred and eleven dollars 
to feed Christ in His new Marian 
Centre. 


Also The Young 

It is beautiful to see a group of 
five seventh grade Girl Guides 
delve into a pile ot doughnuts and 
tea after a hard two hours of 
peeling vegetables, emptying and 
scrubbing garbage pails, mopping 
floors. And it was good, too, to 
see their excitement in the new 
building, a building which is part- 
ly theirs. “I will really like the 
library. I’m going to come here 
often.” “Gee, won’t it be fun to 
work in this big kitchen.” 

Just two weeks ago another of 
our young volunteers came at 
tea time with her mother to say 
good-by. She left two days later 
for the convent, excited and as 
radiant as a bride. “Ill always 
pray for Marian Centre,” she said 

. . and Marian Centre will al- 
ways be praying for her. She 
spent much of her summer va- 
cation doing many little things 
always with a willing smile that 
was an encouragement to us. 
Four of our young women yolun- 
teers have gone before her into 
the convent, and two young men 
have entered the seminary. 
Aren’t we blessed to have the 
promise of our friend’s prayers, 
for without prayer Marian 
Centre, or any room of “Domus 
Dominae” would not be a real 
home for Christ. 

“Glad to Help” 

“Go on with Compline and the 
Rosary.” We will do the dishes 
for you.” Coedianta san grate- 
fully we trot ups to the 
chapel to chant the praises of 
God and whisper a thank you in 
Our Lady’s ear for the two girls in 
nurse’s training who always come 
early to our Friday night courses 
because they know we cannot fin- 
ish dishes and our prayers in. time 
for the course. 

One night as Dick was unload- 
ing our truck, carrying heavy 
loads of cucumbers to Saint Ben’s 
he was startled by a masculine 
voice beside him saying, “What 
can I do for you, Boss?” Another 
thank you went heavenward as 
another Simon of Cyrene helped 
another Christ carry his cross, a 
cross in the form of heavy bags 





Marilyn is knocking on the door 
- (Continued on Page Four) 





of cucumbers. 





Saint Elizabeth of Hungary 
(1207-31) —November 19 





It’s Still Christ! 

“Say there, do you have a cig- 
arette?” says one of our Brother 
Christophers as he puts his plate 
and tea cup on the counter. Nora 
smiles and reaches for her purse. 
“Here you are, but this is the last 
one,” she says. Both of them 
know that tomorrow the same 
thing will happen again. Christ 
never did say that as long as you 
give a cigarette to one of these, 
the least of My bretheren, you 
have given it to Me. But I bet 
He would have if cigarettes had 
existed in His time. Nora comes 
every day, on the hottest days of 
summer and the coldest of winter 
to scrape, wash, and sterilize the 
men’s dishes, a hidden but es- 
sential job. 

“Sure I can come down. It 
will take me just a few minutes 
to finish my laundry, but I’ll be 
there.” We breathe a sigh of re- 
lief as we know that someone will 
be here to help us finish the day’s 
work which somehow grew and 
grew as the hours slipped by. 
“Just call me whenever you need 
me and T’ll come down.” 

Thank you God, for these won- 
derful, generous people of Ed- 
monton who are such an import- 
ant part of Marian Centre. Holy 
Mary, cover each of our volun- 
teers with Your blue mantle of 
love . . . and lead them gently 
over the carpet of their many 
hours of little things woven in 
love . . . to the feet of Your Son. 


. 





Page Two 


RESTORATION 


November—1957 





RESTORATION 


MADONNA HOUSE 
Combermere, Ontario 








Canada 
VOL. X No. 11 
BIE TOTTI TL secs iiovesssasepebesicesvcitonittaventeesivsssvechineeenicersnneteaeias Editor 
CATHERINE DE HUECK-DOHERTY oic....cccccceseeeeees Managing Editor 
SUVs DT. CALBABAN . 4... cscsssiscevissosevvevascoranrervsinresnsnnestie Supervising Editor 
TERUEUSLOIN REALS sovensseciucirvevevsresssyorssstbvesseensesseioenseued Circulation Manager 


Subscription price $1.00; Single copies 10c 


RESTORATION is published monthly for clarification of Catholic 
social thought with the approbation of the Most Reverend Bishop 
W. J. Smith of Pembroke, Ontario, and is owned by Madonna House 
Secular Institute. Authorized as Second Class Mail, Post Office Depart- 
ment, Ottawa. 


RESTORATION is a Member of the Catholic 


Press Association. 





All-Saint's Day 





Cut by Keith Holden 








Madonna House, 
Combermere, Ontario 


Marian Centre, 
10528 98th Street, 
Edmonton, Alberta. 


Catholic Information Centre 
10010 102 Ave., 
Edmonton, Alberta. 


Casa de Nuestra Senora, 


208 N. E. Weidler Street, 
Portland, Oregon. 


CHRISTMAS DONATIONS 


GRATEFULLY ACCEPTED 
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OF OUR BRANCHES 





Freight Rates 


A benefactor of ours in Can- 
ada who quite often sends cloth- 
ing for distribution in our Cloth- 
ing Room (which used clothing 
also dresses our laity and priests 
here in Combermere), wrote us 














meme 


Canada. this letter recently, and we pass 
Maryhouse, it along to our other Canadian 
Whitehorse friends who might be sending us 
Yukon T. vit donations of clothing by freight. 
net The letter is as follows: 
Canada “T was talking to the man in 


the freight office, and he tells me 
that it is possible to have a 50 
per cent. reduction of charges for 
freight. 

Here’s how it works: 

There is a 50 per cent. reduct- 
ion for “mission work”, i.e., used 
clothing for the poor, etc., when 
the cartons are sent by “slow 
freight”. 


Son Now, “used clothing” is listed 
Winslow, Arizona. as First Class; apparently it goes 
Stella Mari down to Seventh Class for some 

ee articles—but clothing is “First 


Class, Slow Freight”. 

Now, you have to leave the car- 
tons at the freight shed—notify 
them that you wish to apply for 
the 50 per cent. mission deduct- 
ion, and that you are—or rather 
belong to—an organized Church, 
and the material is going to one 
of their “outlets”. The man in 
charge refers your “application” 





OF ANY KIND 


AT ANY HOUSE 








to their head office and gets ol 
mission, and notifies you within 





a few days, upon which you must 
return to the said depot (freight 
office), sign the papers and you 





get the 50 per cent. deduction. 
For example, the four cartons 
that we sent weighed 265 Ibs. It 
came to $5.06. Now, if we had 
known, and applied for the mis- 
sion deduction, it would have 


MANTILLAS 
FROM SPAIN 


BLACK LACE been only $2.53. That is a good 
for general wear rate for so many pounds. 
WHITE LACE The only drawback is that you 


have to go twice to the freight 
office, and it takes a few more 
days before the articles arrive.” 

We don’t mind Slow Freight 
at all! 


for First Communion 
and Confirmation 


PRICE RANGE 
$3.50 to $10.50 











Write us for information 
on quantity supplies for 
schools, clubs, retreats, etc. 


ST. LEO SHOP, INC. 
NEWPORT, R. I. 


A non-profit corporation for the 
liturgical apostolate 


Rev. Fr. Christie Daniel, 

of the Infant Jesus School, 
Tangesseri, Quilon, 

Kerala, South India 











writes that he would appreciate 
people mailing him _ used liter- 
ature and books to combat the 
evil and pernicious influence of 
bad literature in his territory. 





RECIOUS 
in the sight 
of the Lord 
is the death 


of His Saints 

















God — Lover Beloved 


(By A Priest) 








Men have forgotten the meaning 


Of God, of love and of life. 

See, all around, the desert, darkness and strife. 

Men thirst and hunger for happiness 

In a world grown cold, empty and loveless. 

And yet happiness awaits them just around the corner 
If only they realize that God is both Love and Lover. 
He is the original Lover : 

For He is Love, from Whom all love originates, 

Who begins, when He creates, 

The strong and tender process 

Whereby two become one in one caress. 

He offers, He proffers, 

Like boys courting girls. 

He is the first Lover, 

He is first of all a Lover, 

Who becomes the Beloved once a man has understood 
That He is Beauty, Truth and all Good— 

Like a girl who begins to appreciate 

A boy, and to reciprocate 

His love with joy. 


He caresses like no ordinary lover, 

For His love is fire . . . and burns, 

His love is dazzling light . . . that blinds, 

Which gradually, painfully, zy 

Becomes all sweetness and gentleness, periodically, 

As the soul is purified of its selfishness. i 
He is always present giving, whispering, shouting: “Love”. 
Open your eyes and behold everywhere 

The proof of His gentle care: _ 

Your body, your soul, the very air, 

Colours, sounds, animals, trees, 

The sciences, conveniences and beauties 

Produced by the brain He gave us, 

All shout or whisper, 

According to their nature: 

“TI love you, I love you, I love you.” 

In all things, circumstances and events, 

Sad or joyful, pleasant and unpleasant, 

His voice sings a song of love to you. 


Behold at your door in humble and patient station, 
Your infinite Lover, 

Waiting upon you and total surrender 

To His Love. 


To accept His love or to refuse His love, 
For this came you and I from above 
And from the sod, 
To say to God: 
“T accept to be loved by You. Serviam.” 
To acquiesce with a simple yes to the privilege He offers 
Or to reject the Heart He proffers; 
To turn towards or to turn away: 
To play the tender game 
According to the rules of it’s name—— 
Delicate, demanding, excessive, 
Possessive yet freeing, 
Painful, joyful, satisfying, distressing, 
Dark yet clear, 
So far and so near— 
Or to spurn both gift and Giver 
This is the secret of life and of sepulchre, 
This is man’s eternal glory or final failure, 
Howling success or howling torture. 
To accept or refuse, refuse or accept, accept or refuse. 


O mystery of Love that the unlovable 

Should be courted by the All-Lovable, 

That infinite misery 

Should appeal to Infinite Mercy. 

O calamity! that man does refuse grace 

And strike Love’s kindly Face, 

That Graciousness should suffer such ungraciousness, 

That the Blood of Redemption should be spilt down the sewer 

To the sound of clamorous, blasphemous laughter, 

That men should consider a breach of manners 

The mention of His name 

In fashion not profane, 

That so many say, with a shrug or a stare: 

“I don't particularly care 

About this love affair.” 

That professors should think it smart 

To hurl the lance back into His Heart 

By innuendo and snide remark. 

O pitiful world 

Where the ‘bon mot’ has replaced the Word! 

Where God is used for selfish reasons: 
such as profit: “There’s a good market for Religion, God 
sells fine.” 
or peace of mind: ‘Come to Church, you'll feel better, 
you neurotics” 
or politics: “Religion keeps the people in line.” 
or prestige: “The leading citizens of this community go 
to Church.” 

This is the calamity beyond all calamity, 

The horror behind all horror, 

The disaster immeasurable for man, nation or era, 

The supreme insult, the revolting independence, 

The sin unpardonable in final unrepentance, 

That Love should be hated or shrugged off, 

That Love should be unloved, 

That Love should be denied, kissed or unkissed, 

That the Giver of all should be casually dismissed. 

The secret of life is here close at hand. 

Open your eyes, your mind, your heart, understand, 

And play the gentle game according to it’s demand. 

Let Him love you and you will be able 

To enter without fear love’s purging crucible, 

To love Him back, 

To love all men, white and black. 


Of Love I speak as one having authority 

For Love is my profession and my specialty. 
I have been chosen and set apart 

To be it’s custodian and to reveal His Heart. 
To me were the keys of the treasure given 
That earth might know the joys of heaven. 
I am the greatest capitalist 

For my capital is limitless; 

Love Infinite is at my disposal 

To give to all who make no refusal, 4 
Who ask with Faith and Humility —— 

And that is true piety. 

I am an expert in unionism 

For I promote Communionism. 

All you who hunger and thirst 


Come, 


Eat, 

Drink, 

And be filled. 

Then go, children of light, into the darkness 
Bring love to a world that is loveless. : 
You will shine like the sun at high noon, 
Wherever you walk the desert will bloom. 

Go, dispel the night 

With your light. 

Spread His love from coast to faraway coast 
In the Name of the Father, the Son and the Holy Ghost. 


EDDIES OF 1957 


Eddie Doherty 











On the train from Louisville to 
New Orleans I had time to read 
—or rather re-read—Father M. 
Raymond’s book, “The Man Who 
Got Even With God”. It is the 
story of John Green Hanning, a 
hot-headed Texas Cowboy who 
died a holy Trappist monk. I 
came to this paragraph, which 
winds up the story of John’s first 
day in the Kentuncky Monastery 
of Our Lady of Gethsemani: 

“The long day always ended 
where it had begun ... in the 
church. As in the dark of the 
morning, so now in the darkening 
night John stood in his choir 
stall at the back of the church 
and said his appointed prayers, 
while up toward the front the 
white-robed religious chanted the 
Compline hour. Then came John 
Green Hanning’s biggest mo- 
ment, for the lay brothers filed 
toward the high altar and as the 
office of the day ended the cantor, 
in a rich, ringing voice, intoned 
the farm-famed Cistercian ‘Salve’, 
and as some seventy men took 
up the chant, the clear silvery 
velvet of the newest postulant’s 
voice was heard in sacred song. 
Many an old monk softened his 
tones to listen, and many an aged 
brother straightened up as John 
Green Hanning put his heart on 
his tongue and sang to God’s 
mother with all that world of 
rapture and revelation that is 
held in the liquid silver of a true 
man’s voice... 

Homesick? Yes, I Was 

I closed the book, unable to 
read any further because of a 
press of memories and emotions. 

The silver voices of the monks 
were echoing in my mind—and 
blending with the voices of the 
boys and girls in Madonna House 
so far away from Kentucky—and 
from my southbound train. 

Thrice I had listened to the Cis- 
tercian ‘Salve’; and I was as 
deeply impressed, each time, as 
I think, John Green Hanning was. 

It was 6.30 in the evening. I was 





in the gallery of the church, now 


-@ Basilica. The gallery was light- 
‘ed, but the nave below was in 


gloom save for the golden light 
burning before the Tabernacle. 
The nave was empty. A solemn 
bell began to ring. Shadowy fig- 
ures in black and white came in. 
In the semi-darkness they seemed 
to float to their places. They 
seemed to dance to the resonant 
music of the bell. 

Presently all had entered and 
had disappeared. Someone began 
to play the organ. Softly. And 
men began to sing. Silver voices! 
Hushed! Sweet! 

I thought of creatures singing 
lullabies to baby angels. The 
darkness was pleasant, holy, 
comfortable—and yet, somehow, 
stirring. 

‘Someone went toward the high 
altar and lighted a candle on 
either side of it. In the flare of 
the flame I saw he was a priest. 
The bell rang again. It had a new 
tone. There was a dirge in it, a 
requiem, a benediction for the 
dying and the dead. 

The singing stopped, as I re- 
membered it, and a long silence 
followed. 

Suddenly, in the stained glass 
window over the high altar, a 
light began to glow. It spread. It 
made me think of sunlight pour- 
ing through a million wild rose 
petals. It grew intense. It became 
a sort-of vision! Our Lady with 
the Child in her left arm, two wee 
angels at her head, and two be- 
neath her feet! And the Child 
seemed to move! ; 

The monks were singing now 
the Cistercian “Salve”—the Hail 
Holy Queen. For many hundreds 
of years monks all over the world 
have sung this love song, this 
good night hymn to Mary. 

But never before had I heard it 
sung with so much tenderness. 
Truly each monk had “put his 
heart on his tongue” in this Trap- 
pist serenade. 

Again there was silence. The 
light, the vision, the gold and 
wild-rose radiance, the sweet fac- 
es of and Jesus, and the 
wonderful azure brilliance of the 
Lady’s mantle, faded away. The 
candles on either side of the altar 
were snuffed out. The Basilica 
was dark again. 

And In Madonna House 

I realized there was some sort 
of lamp outside the window, a 
mechanical device, which had 
created the illusion of a vision 
and the seeming movement of 
the child. Yet three times I was 
profoundly affected by it. 

When lights came on, choir 
monks and lay brothers and all 
those in the gallery went to re- 
ceive the abbot’s blessing, and a 
sprinkle of holy water. Then they 
walked slowly to their rooms, or 
to their cells. — 

It is not so very different in 





Madonna House. 


The boys and girls sing Com- 
pline there too. They say the Ro- 
sary in the darkness of the chap- 
el. And at 10.15 every evening, 
they gather together somewhere 
in the chapel or in the big dining 
room beneath the chapel—to sing 
the Salve Mater. 

It is not the Salve Regina of the 
Cistercians and the Dominicans 
and other orders. It is the Salve 
we have made the theme song of 
our lives. We sing it often during 
the day. We sing it especialy 
when someone is leaving us. We 
sing it at night. It is our own par- 
ticular love song, our goodnight, 
our “sundown salute.” It was 
sung for me—how many many 
times! 

Body and Soul 

I have heard it innumerable 
times, yet always it has moved 
me. I think I like it even more 
than the Salve of the Trappists. 

If there are silver voices in the 
crowd I have not heard them. 
All I ever hear is love. The love 
of boys and girls who have given 
themselves, body and _ soul, to 
God and His Mother, Mary. 

It was a very long time before 
I returned to Father Raymond’s 
book. I was wrapped in memories. 
I was a little homesick for Ma- 
donna House. I wished our boys 
and girls could have been there 
with me in the gallery of the Bas- 
ilica. And O, I wished too, that 
all those holy Trappists could be 
with me sometime in Madonna 
House, to listen to our kids sing- 
ing the Salve Mater—and to see 
all the priests in the house, some- 
times a dozen or more, rushing to 
give the kids their blessing! 

Trappists and lay apostles! You 
know something, Mister, There’s 
not much difference between 
them! 








COMBERMERE DIARY 


The news of the month is the 
fact that our boys will be able to 
have their own chapel at St. Ben- 
edict’s Acres, and they will be 
able to combine their work pro- 
gram on the farm and spiritual 
program without the necessity of 
commuting the ten miles to Ma- 
donna House, and the happy fact 
that our Lord is coming to dwell 
with us again in one of our Hous- 
es is a tremendous joy. 

A new aluminum roof was plac- 
ed on the farm, and the chapel 
room has been scoured and scrub- 
bed and painted in a pleasing 
two-tone grey. And the altar is 
being made of native maple and 
oak, while the Sewing Depart- 
ment is preparing the linens, the 
altar cloths and tabernacle veils. 

The house seems rather hollow 
without Eddie or B, but we are 
consoled that each in their own 
way are doing the work of the 
Lord and furthering the Lay Ap- 
ostolate. Eddie intends on this 
trip to visit the Houses in Arizona 
and in Oregon, and eventually 
Edmonton and possibly the Yu- 
kon, and we know that our read- 
ers will be looking forward, like 
we, to his articles as he travels. 

We were going to put in a para- 
graph about the Asiatic flu which 
made its rounds of the apostolate, 
but of that the less said the bet- 
ter. 

The allocutions and speeches of 
the Holy Father to the Young 
Christian Workers assembled in 
Rome, and then to the World 
Congress of the Lay Apostolate, 
were sources of great encourage- 
ment to us in our work, and we 
hope that you have read them 
in the Catholic Press. 

The boys are anxiously waiting 
to move into their new dormitory 
in the new Saint Goupil’s which 
is rapidly nearing completion. 

Our special intention for the 
month of November will be for 
the deceased relatives and friends 
of all of our benefactors. May God 
bring them to eternal rest, light 
and peace in this lovely month of 














the poor souls. 
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It seems strange once more to 
be packing and making ready for 
an overseas trip. Truly I did not 
expect to attend yet another 
World Congress for the Lay Apos- 
tolate in Rome. Certainly not as 
an official delegate for Catholic 
Canada, appointed by the Catho- 
lic Hierarchy of our vast land. 

I had already been at the first 
one, the historic one, in 1951 
which was the first time in the 
whole existence of the Church, 
that the Holy See asked the laity 
to convene in the Holy City, and 
let their voices be heard there be- 
fore the face of the Pope, as well 
as personally hear him and, re- 
ceive his blessing on their apos- 
tolate, which he seemed even then 
to consider so vital, so important 
to the Church of our days. 

But here I was, barely six years 
later, packing my grips to once 
again answer His call to yet an- 
other coming together of the 
laity! Truly it seems incredible — 
and yet it was true and real... 
and served to emphasize once 
more the tremendous emphasis 
our happily reigning and saintly 
Holy Father places on the partici- 
pation of the Laity in the Aposto- 
late of the Hierarchy. 

Just glancing at the main theme 
of this Second World Congress of 
the Laity — THE LAITY IN THE 
CRISIS OF THE MODERN 
WORLD — Responsibilities and 
formation. Makes one think and 
brings the beginning of under- 
standing of the WHY’S AND 
WHEREOF’S of this gathering of 
lay people from all over the world 
to the cradle of our Faith—Rome. 

The subheadings of the main 
theme, lead us ever deeper into 
the mind of the Holy Father — 
and opens, before us, as never be- 
fore, the reason for this unpre- 
cedented call to lay Catholics — 
TWO AND A HALF MILLIARD 
HUMAN BEINGS ...SO MANY 
BIRTHS, HOW MANY BAP- 
TISMS? WE THE PEOPLE OF 
ASIA AND AFRICA ... THE 
SECOND TECHNICAL REVOLU- 
TION ... URBANISATION AND 
MOBILITY OF MODERN LIFE 
. .. CULTURE OR UNCULTURE 
... THE WAYS OF COMMUNISM 
... TOWARD ONE WORLD ... 
THE PROVIDENTIAL MOMENT 
... THE WORLD IN SEARCH 
OF GOD ... AN UNWANTED ... 
OR FORGOTTEN GOD .. . SPIR- 
ITUAL VACUUM AND SPIRIT- 
UAL LONGING . . . NEED FOR 
SECURITY .. . LONGING FOR 
PEACE... LONGING FOR UNI- 
VERSAL COMMUNION ... OUR 
RESPONSIBILITY AS CATHO- 
LICS ... THE CHRISTIAN AS A 
WITNESS ... A NEW STYLE OF 
CHRISTIAN LIVING ... AN 
“OPEN” RELIGIOUS EDUCA- 
TION ...A CATHOLIC MEN- 
TALITY ... THE PRIMACY OF 
THE SPIRITUAL . . . THE POS- 
ITIVE AND DYNAMIC CON- 
CEPT OF CATHOLICISM ... 
SUPRANATIONAL JUSTICE AND 
CHARITY ... A WORK OF SYN- 
THESIS. 

Just the slow reading through 
of the subheadings of the urgent 
theme of this Congress — THE 
LAITY IN THE CRISIS OF THE 
MODERN WORLD ... . should 
make us Catholics of Canada and 
U.S.A., stop and think. For it 
brings before our eyes, the im- 
mensity and the scope of the 
many problems that make up 
THE CRISIS OF THE MODERN 
WORLD. 

Having studied the matter most 
carefully I wish I could bring the 
whole outline before every Catho- 
lic of the New World. . . but that 
would be impossible in so short 
an article... yet I cannot refrain 
from giving the following beauti- 
ful terse quotation dealing with 
the CHRISTIAN AS A WITNESS. 

“FIRST AND FOREMOST — 
NEED WE EVEN SAY IT?—every 
Christian has a duty of striving 
for personal sanctification. This 
is not the place to describe what 
is meant by “CHRISTIAN LIV- 
ING FOR THE LAITY TODAY.” 
Suffice to say — that compromise 
and mediocrity are- more than 
ever FORBIDDEN for the Chris- 
tian. The effectiveness, the “acces- 
sibility” of the Christian Message 
are at stake; for it has. already 
been stressed that the modern 
world is seeking ABOVE ALL A 
LIVING WITNESS, THE INCAR- 
NATION OF THE MYSTERY OF 
SANCTITY.” 

This is why I was packing my 
bags .. . this is why I spent eigh- 
teen months begging my passage 


Yukon Maryhouse Director, whom 
I had to take with me — for it 
is high time that someone young- 
er in our Apostolate, also makes 
these vital contacts with the heart 
of Christendom and those who 
journey to it, bent on the works 
of the same Apostolate. 

The trip across the sea on the 
SS Ivernia of the Cunard Line 
was most pleasant. Incidentally 
that Line has a lot of new ships 
that provide humble and r 
folks like us lay apostles with 
most enjoyable and comfortable 
tourist class travelling. 

Yes... this is why ... TWO 
AND A HALF MILLIARD HUM- 
AN BEINGS .. . and a MILLIARD 
IS A THOUSAND MILLION ... 
and each is a soul for which 
Christ died. What an immense 
and frightening thought .. 
THAT YOU AND I HAVE A RES- 
PONSIBILITY TO SHOW THEM 
THE FACE OF CHRIST... some 
of us within the narrow circle of 
our families, co-workers and 
friends . . . others the world over 
in distant lands and mission 
parts of our own big city, count- 
ries and villages. 

But none can escape the res- 
ponsibility INCARNATING 
WITHIN HIMSELF THE MYS- 
TERY OF SANCTITY. 

We have made this sea trip, 
Mamie and I, a little “retreat”! 
Daily there are three Masses 
aboard. Three priests and several 
seminarians are travelling with 
us bent Romeward too. What a 
privilege to participate in the 
Mass unhurriedly with plenty of 
time for thanksgiving. The ship’s 
chapel is dedicated to Stella 
Maris, which brings us great joy 
— for our Portland, Ore., foun- 
dation is dedicated to Her under 
that title too. So we feel very 
much at home. 

Resting, praying, reading, and 
walking the long decks, discuss- 
ing the shape of things to come 
in Rome is a good way of making 
ready to listen and speak. One 
of the priests, Father William of 
the Servite Order, knew Eddie 
and me “in the old days.” We had 
a good visit. It is a small world, 
when all is said and done. A world 
worth saving . . . worth restoring 
to Christ... . worth giving oneself 
to ... completely to that task. 

Pray for us, friends, that we 
may open our eyes and see the 
task to be done . . . and then arise 
and do it. For the Holy Father’s 
voice is full of urgency .. . as He 
calls His lay children to rally to 
the cause of Christ, in this new 
Crusade of peace and charity. 

—Catherine Doherty. 


The Lonely Christ 
Of Charing Cross 


By Catherine 














London, England—A few hund- 
red feet from Trafalgar Square 
where the Strand flows into a 
maze of merging traffic, in the 
very heart of London, the Cross of 
Charing Cross is barely visible 
today behind some sort of a tem- 
porary wall, that hides some re- 
pairs being made .. . blending 
with all the immense buildings 
around about it, it becomes al- 
most invisible... 

As invisible as the Lonely 
CHRIST, that to the eyes of Faith 
stands sad and towering over the 
hurrying multitude of what was 
once His Mother’s fairy dowry. . 
Catholic England... 

Standing there surrounded by 
swift, yet orderly moving traffic, 
that almost noiselessly speeds 
through these living arteries of a 
huge city . .. watching the quiet 
self-contained yet strangely tired 
looking crowd pass by . . . I could 
see the Lonely Christ of Charing 
Cross bend down to the traffic of 
cars and men, with infinite com- 
passion. 

Was He looking at the hungry 
heart of England? Hungry for 
Him and yet knowing it not... 
As He must be looking over other 
crowds in all the celebrated thor- 
oughfares of the world . . .La 
Rue de La Paix, Paris, France. . 
Boulevard Anspach, Bruxelles, 
Belgium . . ? 

Yet at the moment England to 
me was special. Perhaps because 
I loved her and knew her better. 
It seemed to me that here He 
was not hated, as in other lands. 
Nor fought against either. He 
just seemed to be ignored. Even 
His Name was not used in vain. . 
It did not seem to be used at all. 

He Waits 

Yet, He wanted to be loved. He 
always does—everywhere. Faith 
seems to show me His face—The 
face of the LONELY CHRIST OF 





and that of Mamie Legris, our 


CHARING CROSS ... It seemed 





to me, as I stood there now al- 
most unmindful of men or cars.. 
traffic or pedestrians . . that ever 
so often His wounded hands al- 
most lifted themselves in the et- 
ernal gesture of beggars — palm 
upward .. as if He wanted to 
make man aware of Him .. as if 
He were begging them to stop 
just for a second . . .stop and 
look up... and behold Him. . 
and love Him . . then their tired 
faces and hungry hearts would 
know peace, and happiness would 
come to dwell with them. . 
How difficult it was to pierce 
indifference, I thought. And my 
heart whispered a prayer for my 
fellow Lay Apostles of England, 
and all the priests and Hierachy 
engaged these strange fearsome 
days of ours, in bringing the faith 


.| back to this beautiful land. 


Some Find Him! 
I thought of the quiet farm- 
house in Pinner .. . that in a 


manner of speaking was not a 
farmhouse at all, but the head- 
quarters of the Secular Institute 
of the Ladies of the Grail. 

It was not far from Charing 
Cross and its lonely Christ, an 
hour on the swift buses of the 
Green Line. A stranger like my- 
self would not even know when 
London ended and the village of 
Pinner began. Yet it seemed far 
away from Charing Cross once 
one got there. Far away and so 
quiet, in the whitewashed chapel 
with its beautiful mural of the 
Last Supper. 

The Grail House is a meeting 
place for those who seek Christ. 
Married and single come there 
to learn about the Faith, or more 
about their Faith. Discussions, re- 
treats and work through the par- 
ishes with young women are the 
“works” of the Grail. Soon I will 
write more of them, because they 
are so vital to this fair land of 
England... 

The Young Christian workers, 
at the other end of London in a 
more working man’s district are 
active on behalf of “the lonely 
Christ of Charing Cross.” Too 
their international school and 
Headquarters at 106 Clapham 
Rd., have seen the youth of the 
world pass through its humble 
doors, spreading His message 
back to the world of working 
youth. 

The Legion of Mary — works 
quietly around about Picadilly 
with those whom Christ loves 
most—the public sinners . . . the 
Magdalenes of the twentieth cen- 
tury, who though often baptized 
in the faith—their latest report 
released recently state that the 
majority of these unfortunate wo- 
men are Catholics, yet know 
Christ not .. . for this is still a 
missionary country, in a manner 
of speaking, with not enough 
catholic schools . . . priests, etc. 

The same Legion conducts via 
Parishes interesting open discus- 
sions monitored by what they 
call “the Patricians” a group of 
well trained layfolks, members of 
the legions that keep these discus- 
sions to which anyone of any 
faith or none are welcomed, from 
running away with themselves. 

Then the priests come and take 
the whole discussion over—clari- 
fying, defining and helping. 

The Catholic Truth Society 
is doing its share, and the In- 
stitute of St. Teresa, which I was 
unable to contact during my stay, 
though I wanted to so much— 
they being a Secular Institute 
also, are doing most interesting 
work, as is a quiet group of Ben- 
edictine Oblates. In Essex — an- 
other Secular Institute group, 
that is becoming well known mn 
Canada and U.S.A. through one of 
the most interesting books pub- 
lished on this little known, 
totally-consecrated-to-God IN the 
world Lay Apostolate. The name 
of the book is “OUR TIME IS 
NOW”. . .The author, Dr. O’Leary 
the publisher, Burns and Oates. 
Be sure to read it—it is a must 
for all those interested in the 
Lay Apostolate today—and that 
should be EVERY CATHOLIC. 

I wish I could have stayed 
months in England and met all 
the people who know of the 
Lonely Christ of Charing Cross, 
Rue de La Paix, Boulevard An- 
spach, Fifth Avenue—and other 
celebrated thoroughfares of the 
world, and who cannot let Him 
be lonely and unloved much long- 
er ... and so joyously and gladly 
... hiddenly and openly .. . alone 
and in groups go forth into the 
byways and highways of the 
word to bring souls—to Him... 
who waits for them eagerly every- 
where . . 

So Little Time 

But I have so little time . . . yet 
I use every minute of it—in this, 
my pilgrimage in search of know- 
ledge and love, across the face of 
the earth to seek out others, who 
like our little Madonna House Ap- 





ostolate. . . must enter into the 
loneliness of Christ, and sharing 
it. . . go forth without fear to 
seek others to assuage it . . to 
show to others the compassionate, 
waiting, Lord who desires but to 
love each and be loved by each. . 


OH LONELY 

CHRIST OF CHARING CROSS 
RUE DE LA PAIX 
BOULEVARD ANSPACH 

AND ALL 

THE OTHER CELEBRATED 
THOROUGHFARES 

OF CONTINENT 

AND SEAS... 


BEHOLD US 
HUMBLE, SMALL 
WE LOVE THEE .. 
AND LOVING 

BEG 

TO SHARE 

THY LONELINESS 
WHEREVER 

ie DAY isms... 


BLESS US FROM 
CHARING CROSS, 
RUE DE LA PAIX, 
BOULEVARD ANSPACH, 
FIFTH AVENUE... 
BLESS US 

ON EVERY CONTINENT 
AND SEA... 

SO, THAT UNAFRAID 
WE MAY 

LAY DOWN 

OUR LIFE FOR THEE! 


BLESS US 

MY LORD— 

SO THAT 

LIVING, 

OR DYING 

WE MIGHT, 

WE MAY RESTORE 
ALL THY 
KINGDOMS 

BACK TO THEE. . 


The Stumbling Stone 
Of “Little Rock” 


Rome, Italy — Little Rock has 
become a big stumbling rock to 
the whole free world. I have been 
deeply struck by the effect it had 
—wherever I went, in England, 
Belgium, Italy, France — it not 
only was front page news, it was 
top FRONT PAGE NEWS every- 
where. 

It was the topic of conversat- 
ions in pubs, cafes, and Tratorias 
(restaurants in Italy.) Little 
people—the postman at the hotel, 
the porter of the same place, the 
waiters and waitresses, the taxi 
drivers talked about it from one 
end of Europe to another. In Eng- 
land, even the Government’s un- 
expected and far reaching manip- 
ululations of the Pound, that af- 
fect the lives of every human 
being in the British Island, could 
not push Little Rock off the front 
page, nor from the mind and 
heart of all peoples. 

It wounded all so deeply. It 
brought literal mourning to the 
hearts of Christians everywhere I 
went. It gave a tremendous shot 
in the arm to all weakened Com- 
munist groups, for nothing ever 
done or said could have been 
“gladder news” for them — and 
they made use of all of it—bril- 
liantly and constantly. 

It put a pall over all those who 
were working with the Far or 
near-East. It angered violently all 
those whose skins were not white. 
With a sweep seldom known be- 
fore, it undid the work of decades. 
In some spots amongst those most 
concerned-Christian, diplomat- 
ically, and otherwise, it worked 
havoc and ruin of long work at 
plans, bringing to naught the 
work of years. 

In Catholic Rome it brought 
tears of sorrow and pity. . . Sor- 
row for the evil . . . the immense 
irreparable evil done to the Mys- 
tical Body, potential and actual 
of Christ . . .and sorrow for those, 
who crucified Him again so pub- 
licly, so blatantly in the little 
Negro Children of Little Rock . . 
and all the Negroes in America. 

Never before have I beheld such 
violent reactions to a racial incid- 
ent as I beheld to this particular 
one. The Press of the Free World 
poured out its sorrow and wrath 
in front page news and lengthy 
editorials. . . Asking again and 
again the simple question that 
never gets an answer... but 
should. . . WHY DON’T AMER- 
ICANS UNDERSTAND THAT 
UNLESS THEY PUT THEIR RA- 
CIAL HOUSE IN ORDER... 
THEY WILL NEVER BRING 
PEACE TO A WORLD WHERE 
THE MAJORITY IS COLORED .. 

And then again the press and 
the peoples of the free world, 
want to know what kind of con- 
science do the Americans have? 
What sort of Christianity do they 














ractice . . . Others wanted to 
fnow where is their celebrated 
common and hard sense? 

On and on went the editorials 
—every shade and every opinion 
were represented — all hurt, be- 
wildered, and sad. Often angry 
too. . . with the exception of the 
Communist Press that obviously 
had a field day with a ready- 
made situation for it to exploit. 
And exploit it they did. Fanning 
everywhere in the Far and Near 
East as well as in Africa, the 
flames of division and hate... 
having this time, hard, clear and 
truthful facts — freely provided 
for them by one of the strong- 
holds of democracy—that set it- 
self, so they say—to teach the rest 
of the world. 

I saw some of their articles 
brought to Rome by the members 
of the Congress of the Lay Apos- 
tolate of those far-away and col- 
ored nations. . . They struck ter- 


What possible connection can 
there be between liturgy and la- 
bor? Anything more than that 
both happen to begin with the 
same letter. For the Christian 
there must be some connection, 
since the liturgy is the very heart 
of his life as a member of the Mys- 
tical Body and since everything 
he does must find its place in his 
liturgical life. For the non-Chris- 
tian there is, of course, no con- 
nection More than that, for him 
the liturgy has no meaning, while 
labor only too often is something 
equally meaningless. 

By labor is properly meant any 
expenditure of human energies, 
both of brain and of brawn, or 
mind and muscle, either separat- 
ely or else in conjunction. The 
liturgy, on the other hand, is the 
official worship of the Church. 
It’s heart and center is the sacri- 
fice of the Mass, in which the 
Mystical Body of Christ offers 





ror in my heart. Because we often 
spoke English in Europe, Mamie 





Legris and 1 were often questioned 
jabout LITTLE ROCK THAT 
|LOOMED SO IMMENSE AND 
|\STILL DOES ... ON THE 
|WORLD’S HORIZONS... 











I love America, more than ten 
years of my life were spent in the 
Harlem’s of America Friendship 
House. Our early foundation has 
worked for over 18 years at im- 
plementing Racial and Inter- 
racial Justice as it applies to the 
Negroes in the .US.A. Little Rock 
was a familiar story to me... in 
smaller measures. 

Yet I could not stand by and 
be silent. For I knew that Little 
Rock was not THE AMERICAN 
PEOPLE. I knew that there were 
millions of them who were 
ashamed of it, who felt just as 
sick as the rest of the world. That 
Little Rock was but a symptom 
of a deep and old illness; emot- 
ional psychiatric, perhaps, of a 
small segment of the population. 
That this “sickness” was deeply 
rooted in history, and its fruit 
historical “mores”. That it was 
tied up with economic problems 
of the South. That it was tied up 
with useless, but oh! so real to 
them, fear of inter-marriage be- 
tween Negroes and White... 

Valiantly, I tried to show this 
—that one does not quite con- 
demn sick hearts and sick minds, 
but prays for them and keeps 
working to make them whole 
again. 

But all I got was shaking 
heads, and bewildered looks. No 
one could understand how a 
great nation like the U.S.A. could 
allow such a sickness to get hold 
of it without running to cure it- 
self. No one would believe me 
that the South did not even try 
to understand the world-wide 
blow it was dealing to all that 
was good, holy, clean, christian 
and constructive, in the free 
world. .. 

That they did not see how 
they were playing into the hands 
of God’s enemies and theirs—and 
how useless were all other milit- 
ary precautions, when they were 
handing the immense army of 
facts . . incontrovertible facts to 
the enemies of all freedom. That 
Little Rock was a more powerful 
weapon than any secrets of atom 
bombs . . . and that the enemies 
had been given it freely .. . easily 
on a platter of emotions and prej- 
udices! ! 

I sought for words . . . and 
words died in my soul before I 
could find them. For all my tear- 
dimmed eyes could see . .. was 
Christ in the Negro crucified so 
publicly, so thoroughly on a Gol- 
gotha that the whole world could 
see! ! I became silent .. . for I 
realized that all one individual 
could do. . .was to enter into the 
passion of Christ once more—and 
pray for those who crucified Him, 
and with Him all those who love 
This I have done on my sad 
Pilgrimage of Europe . . . sadden- 
ed by SO IMMENSE A STUMB- 
LING STONE...AS LITTLE 


ROCK! 
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both Christ and itself to the eter- 
nal Father as a daily gift of ob- 
lation that is most acceptable to 
Him. Naturally every member of 
the Mystical Body, every Chris- 
tian, should join heart and soul 
in this sacrificial act of offering, 
that is, he should do so with ful- 
lest possible understanding and 
will. 

Dedicating Oneself to God 

What, then, does it mean to of- 
fer oneself to God in union with 
Christ and with the brethren of 
Christ? It means to dedicate one- 
self to God, to offer all of one’s 
energies of body and mind to God, 
or in other words, to promise God 
one’s daily labor. And this, of 
course, refers to the whole man, 
both the spiritual and the mater- 
ial aspects of his being. It in- 
cludes man’s body as the instru- 
ment of the soul, even as the lit- 
urgy itself uses material things 
for the spiritual ends of the glory 
of God and sanctification of man. 

To offer oneself to God in the 
Mass, then, means the dedication 
in advance of one’s daily labor to 
God. If we offer ourselves to God 
in the Mass and then go out and 
do nothing, what an empty prom- 
ise ours was. No wonder that God, 
is disgusted with the lukewarm, 
the passive, the lazy. Or if we 
go out and use our energies for 
selfish, sinful purposes, how can 





we escape the reproach of being 
hypocrites? Will not God have to 
say to us in the scriptural words 
repeated by Christ, that we hon- 
or Him with our lips but that our 
hearts are indeed far from Him? 
Offering Up Our Labor 

Offering ourselves to God in the 
liturgical sacrifice of the Mass 
therefore means offering our la- 
bor of the day to God. It does not 
mean some special and isolated 
acts of the day, but everything we 
happen to be doing that day or 
that week. Such is the message 
and spirit of St. Paul, who tells 
us that everything we do, no mat- 
ter how insignificant it may seem, 
should be done in the name of 
Jesus. 

This gives us a better idea of 
what the liturgy does to our 
daily labor. The liturgy gives a 
high spiritual value to everything 
we do. First of all our dedication 
of our energies to God in the 
Mass will be a powerful help to 
keep us from doing anything that 
is contrary to the mind of Christ. 
But, furthermore, it makes every 
action of the day a sacred and 
holy thing, a contribution to the 
continued work of Christ here on 
earth. 

Every action of ours as Christ- 
ians then reflects the sacrament- 
al character of the liturgy itself. 
That is, it will be something 
much more sublime than the ex- 
ternal material thing that is vis- 
ible to the human eye. It will 
really be a sign of an inner spir- 
itual action that derives its sub- 
lime nature from the august sac- 
rifice of Christ Himself. 

Thus human labor, which al- 
ways has the dignity of being the 
creative action of man as a spir- 
itual person, is raised to the 
highest supernatural dignity pos- 
sible for it. For it is, then, to re- 
peat, no longer an isolated tem- 
poral action of man. Through the 
morning sacrificial dedication it 
has been merged in the very life 
of Christ. Thereafter it is in real- 
ity an extension into the day of 
the holy action of Christ and His 
Mystical Body, or of the liturgy. 
Labor is man’s way of extending 
the Mass into all the hours of the 
day- and night. 

- Liturgy and Labor! They are in 
reality inseparable. Labor has no 
real value apart from the liturgy, 
and the liturgy without labor is 
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an unfulfilled promise. 
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By Diane Zdunich 











This is a city of roses and rain 

and green things growing that 
tell of life 

and people who are strangers to 
one another’s pain. 


This is a city where women laugh 
across their porches 

laughter that is full of sobs 

deep laughter from sorrow depths 

from souls that are pregnant 
with Love’s wounds 

and seem not to know their 
meaning. 


Blessed are they who weep with 
laughter now 

their weeping shall surely be 
turned to joy 

and their laughter shall be their 
Maker’s delight. 


This is a city where a person can 
pass unnoticed, unknown, 

untouched by the beauty of the 
roses and the green that tells 
of life, 

walk in the midst of hearts that 
do not yield themselves, un- 
loved, alone. 


I saw a man the other day, made 
in the image of God, 

he did not know his own beauty 

he did not know his own strength 

he did not know the meaning of 
his life. 

He said: Every day it comes to 
me more and more 
that this struggle for exist- 
ence is useless— 
does it really matter whether 
I die today 
or whether I had died 20 
years ago? 
I am just a little bit older 

a little bit fatter, 

a little bit tireder, 

and it’s just a little bit harder 
every year 

to get a job. 

I am empty and moving toward 
nothing. 


This man is made in the image 
of God 

baptized into the Mystical Body, 
the society of Love 

yet he said: 

I am empty and moving toward 
nothing. 


Who will teach this man what it 
is to Live? 

Who is alive enough to bring him 
Life? 


This is a city of evil and good 
Babylon in splendor throned, 
robed in many pleasures, 

Christ naked, nailed to wood. 


Those who have rejoiced in the 
lady Babylon 

drank of the wine of her pleasure 

lived lustily in her delicacies and 
laughed 

shall weep when she is made des- 


and all her fruits are no more. 


Those whom the lady Babylon 
has wooed and lost 

are crucified; 

this is the lot of the saints 

If she will fill the needs of her 
lovers 

there are some who must do 
without. 

To make men mighty .. . these 
must be robbed of dignity 

To make men wealthy . . . these 
must live in poverty. 


To some of these she has dealt a 
double blow 
for while they are outcasts and 


a ; 
their desires follow her thirsting. 
But this is the city of roses and 

rain 


and gree 
tell of life— 

This is the city where Christ is 
slain. 


When we hear: It is done 

each heart’s Babylon shall be no 
more at all 

then each of us will face our own 
emptiness and weep: 

alas! alas! our riches are no 
more, or glad 

shout out that God alone is good. 


Then shall this harlot’s kingdom 
pass like mist 

from all the streets of Portland 
into death 

and God shall live among His 


and they shall search no more. 
God shall wipe away their tears 
and neither shall they cry any- 


7 more 
for the former things are passed 
away with Babylon. 


But this is this city and this is 
this da; 


y 
this is the moment Christ’s King- 
dom is built. 
—where are the builders to work 
with this clay? 


Who will teach these men what 
‘itis to live? 


n things growing that|PUTPO 


Who is alive enough to bring 
them life 

Some have searched for 20 years 
and more, in their own way 

one cannot judge such things— 

and yet are blind. 


bue we, we are so selfish 

so weak to build 

too small to try and touch an- 
other’s heart 

too dark alone to give a light. 


Take courage 

Our King has overcome the 
world! / 

Let us hope in Him who makes 0 
weakness strength 

when weakness gives itself 

Let us hope in Him who fills 

smallness with Infinity 

this Trinity 

gives Light. 


Let us open our hearts to Love 
He will build His Kingdom 


they will know 
Life. 


NEW VOCATION 


By Louis Stockle 

















Maryhouse, Whitehore, Yukon 
Territory—When a man dedicates | 
his life to the opus Dei (the Work} 
of God), he does so only after a| 
great deal of deliberation. He| 
prays, he thinks... . he seeks ad- 
vice. There is a voice within 
which must be answered. Sooner 
or later, every man must con- 
sider his future. If that man be 
a Catholic, then he knows that 
the answer will come from within 
the silence of his own soul. It 
does not always come to him in 
the quiet of the chapel. The Holy 
Spirit often speaks to a man at 
what appears to be the oddest 
times and in unusual circum- 
stances ... He may call a man to 
His Priesthood while he is in the 
midst of enjoying a very “pro- 
fane” movie, or perhaps when he 
is milking a cow. He may invite 
another to the religious life, to 
the Sacrament of Matrimony— 
or to the way of dedicated life in 
the world, whenever or wherever 
He wills. 

In Toronto, along the Alaskan 
Highway, in the Fruitlands of 
Niagara, in the beautiful dairy- 
land state of Wisconsin, in Hung- 
ary or Greenland .. in crowded 
cities, in obscure villages . . .men 
are now being selected by the 
Holy Spirit to continue the work 
of Redemption. Men who will de- 
vote themselves to Jesus through 
Mary with a single mind. 

Co-operation 

What He asks of those whom 
He calls is co-operation. It is as 
simple as that. Every man has a 
vocation, and every vocation is a 
vocation to love. It is a fallacy to 
consider the word “Vocation” as 
limited to the priesthood or re- 
ligious life. The vocations of men 
may be generally classed as the 
priesthood, the religious life, the 
dedicated life in the world 
(eg. Secular Institutes) and 
the married state ... and all 
are schools of sanctity. But even 
within these categories we find 
notable exceptions ... For in- 
stance, the vocation of a young 
man whose life is devoted to the 
care of an aging parent. Consider 
too the vocations of Charles de 
Foucauld, Benedict Joseph Labre, 
Dominic Savio and Matt Talbot. 
God draws straight with crooked 
lines, 

Truth—But No Zeal 

There is one verity that we lay 
people tend to ignore. . . It is this 
. . . Every baptized Catholic has 
a vocation—a personal urgent 
call to militant participation in 
the. life of the Church .. . The 
Catholic who has no particular 
se—no role to play in the 
extension of Christ’s Kingdom is 
a nonentity. Such would be a 
contradiction in terms. The real- 
ization of this calls for a certain 
generosity—a giving of self... 
We Catholic laymen, married or 
single, have to start taking a more 
personal interest in the growth 
of the Church. Too many of us 
have grown dormant in our faith. 
Lethargy, .. . the fatal disease of 
modern Catholics. It is far too 
common a sight to see the laity so 
engrossed in their personal orbits 
that they become oblivious to the 
mystery of the Mystical Body. 
What a tragic contrast:to the mil- 
itant non-Catholic sects whose 
members seems to be forever con- 
has really observed mission areas 
cannot help but be conscious of 
this unholy paradox. We have the 
truth; they have the zeal. 

When the clarity of this situ- 
ation is brought to a man he may 
react in different ways. He may 
re-live the part of the man in 
the Gospel who had a yoke of 
oxen... ora wife... or a new 
Mercury—or he may decide to 
take a positive course of action. . 
without counting the costs. If 
he is in a position to devote his 
life to the struggle for souls, then 
he should know about Secular In- 


he may have a vocation to one of 
the several ways of life. One of 
these is the life of a Secular In- 
stitute Member. 

While Secular Institutes were 
approved only in 1947, the devel- 
opment of interest in this way of 
life and of actual societies has 
been remarkable. The same Prov- 
idence of God and Patronage of 
our Immaculate Mother which 
have unmistakably guided the 
Church in our country are evid- 
ent in its growth. Much has been 
accomplished. Much remains to 
be done. 

New Vocation 

Briefly, Secular Institutes are 
a new form of dedicated life in 
the Church. Only ten years ago 
Pius XII gave final approval to 
this unique dedicated life in the 
world. What is distinctive in this 
vocation, and therefore essential, 
is the possession of that same 
quality which uniquely disting- 
uishes these societies in the 
Church, i.e. the trait of being 
“in the world”. Positively this 
means the conviction that God 
wants the person to remain in 
the world to identify himself with 
the mass of the ple — with 
their tasks, their joys, and sor- 
rows insofar as these are com- 
patible with a fully dedicated 


| 1ife, to incorporate himself in the 
|community with its temporalities 


of business, recreation, politics, 
for there the member is convinced 
he can best glorify God, perfect 
himself, and labor to build up 
the Mystical Body of Christ, the 
Head who identified Himself with 
humanity in all things, save sin. 

Among the many Seeular In- 
stitutes is the Apostolate of Ma- 
donna House. A unique harmony 
of laymen, laywomen, and priests 
awaiting approval by Rome. Al- 
ready approved by many Bishops, 
this Institute is expanding rap- 
idly. Houses are now located from 
Ontario to the Yukon and as far 
south as Arizona. We have been 
called the apostles of the mar- 
ketplace. It is a trying vocation 
which demands a spirit of fra- 
ternal charity born of interior 
peace — dedication, flexibility, 
stability. After seven years of 
temporary vows, the staff-worker 
dedicates his life to this apostol- 
ate by vows of poverty, chastity, 
and obedience. 

Ours is a hidden life . . though 
lived in the public places of the 
world. It is not the policy of MH 
to advertise for new members. We 
just do not operate that way. 
Those who come to join our ranks 
come to us mostly through per- 
sonal contact — or perhaps the 
thought occurs to them while en- 
joying a movie or milking a cow. 

We do have literature for those 
interested. 
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Information Centre—10012-102 
Ave., Edmonton, Alberta — The 
pamphlet is indeed a great in- 
vention! It’s advantages are spec- 
ially felt in a Catholic Informat- 
ion Centre where one is called 
upon to answer a question or fill 
a need as briefly and succinctly 
as possible. 

For example — some high 
school students are looking for 
material on liturgical symbols 
and their meaning. They are 
studying the liturgy and their 
teacher has given them an as- 
signment to draw and explain lit- 
urgical symbols. Several Liturgic- 
al Press publications help to pro- 
vide the answer—a small booklet 
entitled ‘Mass Symbols” is par- 
ticularly appropriate. It consists 
of sixteen designs depicting the 
various stages of the Mass, with 
a beautiful explanation of each. 

A young woman called the 
other day to inquire if it would be 
all right for her brother.and sister 
to be godparents for her baby who 
was going to be baptized. One of 
Father Lord’s pamphlets, entitled 
“Attention, Godparents!” — a 
Queen’s Work publication—came 
to the rescue. This little work not 
only gives such information as 
who can and who cannot be a 
godparent, it also outlines the du- 
ties and responsibilities which a 
godfather and godmother under- 
take, and includes the rite of 
Baptism for infants. All that for 
ten cents too! 

On Books 

A girl who drops in here quite 
often — she likes browse 
through the literature—has been 
looking for something to give her 
young brother on decent literat- 
ure. He wants to know why he 
can’t read everything, and why 
the Church makes laws about 
such things. She brought him a 
Liguorian pamphlet called “What 
Books Are Catholics Forbidden ‘to 
Read?” Let me quote a few sen- 
tences from it. “Perhaps the most} 
important feature of the prohib- 
ition of certain books on the part 








stitutes. As I pointed out before, 


of the Catholic Church is that it 


is directed to the common sense 
and the free will of Catholics. 
Once a Catholic, no one can be 
forced to remain a Catholic. So, 
too, there is no force exerted on 
Catholics by any law ever made 
by the Church other than its ap- 
peal to his common sense, to his 
understanding of the authority 
behind the law, and his concern 
for his own immortal soul.” And 
further, “It is extremely import- 
ant to remember that the Index 
of prohibited literature (in which 
the titles and authors of certain 
books are named) is not the most 
important or far-reaching of the 
laws of the Church about danger- 
ous books and other publications. 
She has made more general laws, 
binding on all Catholics, which 
are based on the natural law and 
the commandments—namely our 
obligation of avoiding occasions 
of sin in order to safeguard our 
faith and morals. These general 
laws prohibit innumerable books 
and periodicals that have never 
been expressly forbidden by any 
authority of the Church. Fin- 
ally, “The Church is not afraid 
of her enemies nor their books; 
she will permit anyone to read 
them who shows himself capable. 
But for the safety of those who 
have. not studied deeply in mat- 
ters of faith, who are not capable 
of discovering errors against it, 
she continues to enforce her laws. 
It is for their sake that the laws 
were made.” Incidentally, the Na- 
tional Office for Decent Literat- 
ure, 33 East Congress Parkway, 
Chicago 5, Ill, publishes a 
monthly list of publications dis- 
approved, as well as a list of ac- 
ceptable pocket-size books, for 
youth (single copies 10 cents). 


In Little Books 


A man who often comes to 
Mass here was saying that he 
had developed a devotion to The 
Good Thief, and he wondered if 
there were anything written 
about him. To my surprise and 
pleasure on looking through 
Our Sunday Visitor Press cata- 
logue, I spotted the title “Saint 
Dismas . . . The Good Thief” by 
Henry Huntington, O.F.M. This 
pamphlet just filled the bill. Per- 
haps you too are interested in 
learning more about this saint. 
To quote from the pamphlet, 
“We could study theology all our 
lives and not learn so much 
about the goodness and mercy of 
God, the necessity and effect of 
faith and contrition as we learn 
from Dismas the robber who 
became Dismas the Saint.” 

There are many other in- 
stances I could relate, such as 
that of the Catholic girl whose 
non-Catholic boy friend keeps 
plying her with questions and 
objections: on Purgatory, on 
papal infallibility, on Our Lady, 
etc., etc—and each time she 
finds an appropriate pamphlet 
for him to read—this is also 
where the “WHY” leaflets pub- 
lished by Our Faith Press, Benet 
Lake, Wisconsin, prove invalu- 
able. 

So you see how handy it is to 
have such a variety of pamphlets 
at one’s disposal. They serve to 
enlighten} us on many cts 
of our Faith. Whether they give 
us information on the laws of 
the Church, or pointers on grow- 
ing in love of God, pamphlets can 
be of great value in spreading 
God’s kingdom on earth and in 
the hearts of men. 





LOVE LETTER 


(Continued from Page One) 

“T shal never forget the look of 
horror and loathing that little 
boy gave me‘ I felt I was no longer 
welcome in his Church. 

“Many years later, in our Wis- 
consin village, a drunken man in 
a rough Jeather coat thrust three 
tough fingers into my father’s 
side, saying; ‘““Yuo’re a Jew. You 
killed Christ!” 

Bitter Humor 
._. “My father winced with pain. 
But he managed a wry smile. And 
I shall never forget what he said. 
“No’, he said “It wasn’t I who 
killed Him. It was the Jew in 
Green Bay!’ 

I didn’t understand the bitter 
humor of that remark at the 
time, nor for years afterwards.” 

God forgive us for all we have 
done to the Jews—and let them 
forgive us too. We Catholics are 
spiritual Semites, but we forget 
that. We forget that Jesus was 
a Jew, the son of Mary—the 
daughter of David the King of the 
Jews. We profess a love for Jesus. 
But we do mischief, and even 
murder in His name. 
Make us love the Holy Ghost too. 
And fill us with love for Yourself, 
Father, Almighty God. 

Most people, even some of our 
holy religious, fear and respect 
You only. You are to them the 
God of Wrath, the God of Judg- 
ment, the Implacable, the Ter- 
rible, the unapproachable. Teach 
them that You are our Daddy, 
our Papa—the Father who knows 
us intimately, loves us in spite of 
our faults, and wants us to be 
happy with Him forever and for- 





ever. Your wandering son—Eddie. 


VIGNETTES 
FROM THE FIELD 


(Continued from Page One) 
trying to tell us to look up in 
the sky to see the beautiful rain- 
bow. 

With a push, the car done start. 
Dick yells to Dot to keep going. 
Paul is running madly down the 
street to catch up — but it’s no 
use. So Dot turns around, comes 
back and they run alongside the 
car and jump in. 

.The truck is now approaching 
the City, but on the south side so 
as to cross the lower level bridge 
and we start to head up a big 
hill. So far so good. This happens 
to be when all the office workers 
are getting through work, and 
traffic is now really heavy. The 
road is not paved, and we are 
sailing along upwards of 20 miles 
an hour and doing fine. We start 
to slow down a little bit and 
there is a big, big, big truck ahead 
of us which stops just at the top 
of the hill. We are still praying. 
The truck starts again and we 
make it to the top. 

Our aim is now to get away 
from hills, traffic lights and 
stop signs. This is a little bit im- 
possible hmmm? Now we are 
right in downtown traffic—lots 
of cars and traffic lights. We 
have to stop. Yep, she goes dead 
again. Dick jumps out to get the 
man behind to give us a push, and 
is amazed to find that he is stuck. 
He gets started and begins to 


push the truck. 

Yes, we made it home... after 
a few more narrow escapes with 
cars, trucks and_ trolley cars. 
What a day! 








Vignettes from 
The Field 


“NO PICNIC IN ARIZONA” 


By Catherine Maynard 











There is a little boy in our lives 
named Joe. I don’t think you all 
have met him yet. A week ago 
last Saturday he straggled in — 
forlorn, shy, sad (quiet, dirty, 
thin — 6 years old! We had no- 
ticed him and his other sisters 
and brothers around the neigh- 
borhood. They live in a “lean-to” 
with three sides—no jon in the 
yard—one candle burns in the 
evening—and though I haven’t 
been inside, I doubt if there is 
any furniture in there. Rags and 
junk and garbage litter the yard. 
Have you got the picture? We 
asked him his name, and as he 
answered all his rotten front 
teeth showed. Theresa Davis de- 
cided to give him a bath (and it 
was not an easy decision to make) 
but it was that or asphixiation— 
and that sentence is not humor- 
ous—it is the sad truth! We 
found some clothes in the Cloth- 
ing Room, and I wish you could 
have seen Joe when it was over— 
it took three changes of water— 
and the feet meeded a scrub 
brush. He came back next day to 
show Theresa how clean he was— 
and he comes constantly. The 
first time he came when I was 
out, he asked Theresa, “Where is 
your mother?” — and so from 
that moment to this, to Joe—I 
am Theresa Davis’ mother! 








Flanking Maryhouse, in Whitehorse, in the Yukon Ter- 
ritory is the new (to us) St. Catherine’s Hostel, which was for- 
merly the Hall for the Carpenter’s Union. This is the third 
building of the expanding Yukon foundation which is doing 
oo wonderful work with transients, refugees, and Indian 
youth. 





Another new building rises behind the Marian Centre in 
Edmonton to provide adequate kitchen space, and dining rooms 
to feed the poor of Christ, and house Him in another new 


chapel. 
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